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Wonderful Results

War-time tunes from Europe are
now having an effect upon c¢rime
and criminals in America, accord-
ing to alienists.

The ldea of song belng used to
cure. crime had its first practical
application in Pittsburg, Pa.

Recently the subject has been
discussed generally, and the gues-
tion raised among driminologists
whether music that “hath charms
to soothe the savage breast” can be
of the military kind and do any
good in the reformation of men,

Regarding the war tunes, some
experts hold that the striins of
“Tipperary” or any martlal alr,
will bring prisoners to a realization
that thelr dissipated life has left
them unfit Lo meet the requirements
of manhood, and that moral atone-
ment will follow.

Others argue that this particular
kind of muslc—the martial airs—
will cause bltter resentment In
breasts that should be soothed with
gentle melodies,

“Darling I am growing old—
Silver threads among the pold.”

The strains of this old favorite
tang through the cell-room of po-
lice headquarters at Pittsburg and
in a remote cell an old man bent
his bead and wept as it called up
memories of the past.

The song was by the Pittsburg
police quartette and the members
were at their nightly task of re-
deeming prisoners back to a life of
rectitude by music. Superintendent
of Folice W. Noble Matthews, had
ordered this innovation in the belief
it will soften criminals and reform
them.

“Shine npon my brow toddy—

Life 15 fading fast away”

Another head in another cell bent
fnd a younger man was reminded
of his past. There he sat & prison-
er charged with burglary while in a
distant part of the city a wife and
four little children lived under the
sting of his one disgraceful act

As the police quartette continued
ho had the man in the other cell—
the gray-baired old man who was in
for begging and faced a workhouse
term and who thought of the kind
wile whose death left him nothing
but & wanderer, jolned in:

" MOk l:, durling you will he, win

Always young and fair to me,
Yes my dar you will be 2

Shown By Pittsburg
Police Quartette
_Whose Melodies Stir
Memories and Gather
Together Shattered

Dreams of Manhood
and Womanhood

Always yonng nnd fair to me

While these two men broke down
and wept, prisoners confined in
other cells for being drunk, cursed
the pollee quartette that disturbed
their slumbers. They were in an
{1l mood and wanted no song. Sentl-
ment was not part of thelr belng.
No home and no family awalted
them when they would be freed
from the workhouse. Only more bad
whisky and another term In the
workhouse was the routine life be-
fora them,

“It's a long way ta Tipperary,
It's a long way to go.

It's a long way to Tlpperary,
To the sweetest girl 1 know.”

The four members of the police
quartette entered into this Irishy
Hit with a pleasant vim. Drunken
prisoners, who had cursed at belng
awakened, listened to verse after
verse and then In thelr maudlin
state attempied to join in the cho-
rus. Thelr dull senses were awak-
ened and probably that sense of
militarism that is in all of ys was
aroused.

“Good by Plceadilly,
Leicester Square,
It's a long, long way to Tipper-

ary but my heart's right
there,”

The last bit of thls popular mili-
tary song was joined in by the
prisoners. Somehow [t strock a
pecullarly sympathetic cord in thelr
nature. It was the song of the
soldier, care-free and happy, going
to the front to meet o foe. Trained
men going to the front to pit their
perfect physleal strength agalnst a
well traloed foe and there in Pltts-
burg & weakened, drunken belng
sitting in a cell walting for trial
and sentence to the-workhouse,
TEACHES A
LESSON,

No court of justice, no workhouse
term, no amount of punishment
could make that man realize as he
dld now how he was throwing his
physical strength away te become
addleted to the llquor habit,

In another hemlgphere men of
strength were fighting. Thelr great-
est weapon was nol their rifles but
the physical endurance that kept
them in those unsanitary trenches
and left them still with the stamina
to endure hardships and fight,

On the other hand were men of
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PRITISH TROOPS SINGING,"GOD SAVE THE KING”

desperation, with weakened bodles,
with dulled braine, awaiting trial in
the police holdover and tomorrow
destined to a long period at hard
labor., A term in the workhouse
that would make their run-down
bodles ache under the stress and
would make them maddened erim-
inals more desperate than over
agalnst soclety when they left the
city prison for their weakened
bodles had been subjected to a
physical strain they could not stand
because of thelr excesses and they
were determined that well-fed and
easy-living soclety must pay for
this torture.

As the last strain rang out the
police quartette left the cell-room.
The turnkey walked the length of
the cells and in No. 1 found (the
gray-halred man weeping with the
ptrains of “Silver Threads Among
the Gold" still ringing through his
head,

BACK TO
THE COUNTRY.

Chief Matthews was Informed and
gent for the man:

“You are an old man, Jim. Our
records show you have served ten
of the last twelve years of your
life in the worklhouse for petit
larceny. Tomorrow you will go
back again, you will serve your time
again, be released and a few days
later we will have you under ag-
rest and you will start over agnin.

“Jim, there is a farm just out of
the city that is the thing for you.
You are getiing pretty old now and
you don't want to spend your last
days In the workhouse, and on your
death be buried in the Potter's field.

“Thers are birds out there, Jim,
Not prison birds in cages and cells
but the kind that fly about and
slog—the kind that are free. There's
a stream on this farm where you
can fish when your day's work ls
tbrough. There's & good farmer
out there to seo that you get a re-
ward for your work. He's a'friend
of mine and he wants you.

“You will be doingz good out There,
You'll be making the earth pay you
back for what you put into it in
energy Instead of having the pplice
department of the city pulting you
In the workhouge to pay back what
you have taken away*™

Chief Matthews halled. ‘Befors
Jim was the vision of a farm in
spring with green grass, green trees
and birds singing., Instead of

tasteless sausage-and etale bread .

a8 eerved in the hold-over, there
was fresh milk and butter, and
home-made country sausage, There
were fresh eges and on Sunday

fried spring chicken instead of jail
fare

“My God, Chief, will you?" de-
manded Jim as he [mploringly
reached out his hands to the Chief.

“Yes, Jim. You can go tomorrow
and I'll send a cop along with you
to see you get there safely.”
ANOTHER
“CURE)"

The unext man wWho had broken
down while the pollies quartette was
sloging, was called into the room.

“You're & fine man, aren’t you,"
demanded the Chief, trying a differ-
ent method on this man who want-
only had committed a erime,

“You, with a fine wife at home
and those four little kids depending
on you. You get drunk and com-
mit burglary and youre golug to
the penitentlary and leave your wife
at home to support (lhe bables.
Probably it's better {for her. A
drunken husband that won't work
{s better off In prison even if the
wife does have to work,” hg con-
tinued.

The man wepl. “Chief, 1 never
knew before until tonight when I
heard the boyvs singing down in the
holdover how mean 1 had been to
the little wife and the children.
When those four big policemen
stood in the middle of the cell room
and sang:

“‘Darling T am growing old,

SHver threads among the gold,’

“1 just broke down and cried. |
didn't know how mean I had been
until this singing brought it up to
me. . Chief I'm not a crook—only
when I'm drunk., I‘ll never steal
again.”

Marthews rang a bell above his
desk and a pollce sergeant entered,
“Sergeant, see that this man gets
work {n the morning and keep an
eye on him. WWhen he gats pald at
the end of tho week, take the money
and give it to his wife ™

“If he gets drunk lock him up
and I'll go to court against him
personally and see that he gets five
Years in the pen.”

The night scane was over and the
two men wers back in their cells
waiting the happy transition of the
morning. More saffective had been
the work of these pollee officers of
the quartette than all the prisons
ol the world.

The next day Jim went to the
farm and made good, and the oth-
er offender worked and worked
hard under the sergeant and atthe
end of his week, hls salary was
given to his family. Once he ap-
peared for duty half intoxicated but
when the gsergeant finlshed with him
he was determined mnever to drink
again and never did. After a term
of probation he was restored to hia
famlily and eventually was able to
buy a home and care for their com-
fort in a very gencrous way,
GETTING
RESULTS,

Many other results have been ob-
tained through this police quartetlis
of Pittsburg. How many a deserter
has confessed and gone hack to
gerve his time in the federal peni-
tentiary under the conscientious re-
morse engendered by “My Country
‘Tis of Thee" and how many a boy
has confessed being a runaway and
been restored to his parents under
the strains of “Where Is My Wand-
ering Boy Tonlght?"

Even the song:

“You made me what I am today—

I hope you're sntisfied.

You dlrl-sp_rged and drageged me down

unt

My soul wlthin me dled.”
had its effect. While the S0NE was
by some author attempting bumor
and was generally considered such
by men who heard it, sung in the
conflnes of a police station tn girls
who faced imprisonment on charges
of Immoral conduct, it had the de-
sired effect. In the gay cafe it may
have the opposite effect but when
sung to a girl facing disgrace and
her first prison term, it works to
her redemption, Chief Matthews
learned.

“Yon shattered every dream,

You dragged me from the skies—

And ‘though you're mot true,

May God hless you,

That's the eurse of an

héart.™

That song was written as sort of
a jest but it had the right affect
when those four burly nollcemen
sang It. Girls then reallized thelr
mistakes and begged to be taken
before the Chief of Pollice.

He took up their cases individual-
Iy und learned they were either girls
who fled the farm In  search of
pleasure and comfort In the city, or
women who were deserted by their
busbands and sought the easjest

aching

means of earning a living. With the

former he made arrangements to
g0 back home and saw that they
safely arrived In the bosom of their
family, while with the other he
placed them (n charge of patrglmen
who saw them straightened out and
given employment In both cases
the plan worked well

Chief Matthews is kKeeping up his
redemption of prisoners by  song
and declares it is an absolute siyc-
cess. He has rescned more than
100 In the last two months and be-
lieves that he can do further zond.

Frisons, h# says, make criminars,
while musle breaks them and ype-
stores them to their normal being.

A Hard Time,

Liltle Percival's eves were full of
tears, Miss Miges, a kind soul, at-
tracted by the sound of Percival's
sorrow, approazched him, saving:

L “Come, come, my little man' Why
are you eryving?”

“Mother smacked moe!"

“"Why, you're not a naughty little
boy, are you?*

"No, T only made some denis in
the front doorsteps.”

“That doesn't gound a v ry seri-
ous matter. Did you make the dents
with your little spade”

“N-n-no! With father's watch!™

— T
Pot and Keitle,

“That Mrs. Brown i3 a very ecruel
woman. When her Tom and n}}- Jack
were fighting ahe pulleq Jack's
hair.,” )

“Why didn't you préevent her?

"Well, I was boxing Tom's cars
and didn't see what she was doing,”

Surely. .

“How did you cately that cold?
“Well, T went lishing and had to
bring back something* ;

Useless to Him,
“Now, Tommy,” reprimanded his
mother, “don’t lot ma cateh yon
throwing any more stones.” a

. "Well, what will I do when the

CRIM
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oiher fellows
Tommy.
“Just come and tell me,” his moth-
or replicd
“Tell ¥ou!™ he exclaimed in aston-
ishment. “Why, you couldn't hit the
broadside of a barn!"

throw ‘em?" asked

Couldn’t Stop Crying.

A beoevolent old man, seeing a
little tot weeping, went up to it and
sald: “Now, be a good boy and stop
your erying."”

““I can't,”" sobbed the child.

“But why can't you?”

"I can't!"

"Well, here's @ penny: tell me why
¥ou can’t be a good boy and slop
crying.”

“Cause I'm a girl!"

—_— .
Stingy Willle,

N Teacher (explaining fractions)—

Suppose now, Willje, you had eight

little boys visiting vou and you had

only one apple: how much would
cach little boy get?

~ Willle—Wouldn' get any I'd srait
till they'd all gone home and eat it
mysel{

5 Trouble to Follow,

How is that novel you're read-
fng™ L

2 “I'm worricd about the heroine. I

Rnow she's in'for a lot of trouble.”
“"Why go?"
"She gets married at page 27."

Not Sold,

Stranger—Do You keep cannped
8almon?
}:‘r\'-sh Clerk—No gir: we sell  §
_Stranger—Not always, mv friend.
You can just keep that dozen cans J

Was going to buyv, Good-day.

_——
It Was a Nightmare,

] She—TI had a most unusual dream

ast night. I dreamt yon kissed me.’

He—What 3 n
here LTI
about that? S mnuatal

She—Well, You see, |
Have's olatg o Ao, 80 seldom
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